By Bridget Grace Sheaff

The Days of Peanut Butter and Honey Sandwiches

Beauty is so arbitrary! What does that even mean? I was still steaming
when I got back to my apartment. I flopped down on my bed and glared
angrily at the ceiling. Beauty! Something we found beautiful. I thought
for a long time. I just lay there, thinking. I must have dozed off at some
point because all of the sudden I looked up, and it was time for dinner. I
groggily walked to the kitchen and slathered peanut butter on some bread.
I almost didn’t add honey. It was an extra step, almost unnecessary. Then
I looked at the honey in its ridiculously shaped bottle. It looked like a bear
and had a moronic smile pasted on its face. It was then that I really looked
at the honey. It was the color of sand glistening in the sun, the color of
sunlight glinting on the water. It reminded me so much of the sun. I picked
up the bottle and really studied it. The honey had preserved bubbles in its
thick, gooey liquid. It looked like champagne, like a picture of champagne,
frozen in time. Then I looked at the peanut butter. The ridges and hills of
the creamy spread gave the whole sandwich a swirling effect. When you
added the honey, it was like giving water to a thirsty earth, letting the river
flow through its mountains.

It was pretty clear that I had lost it at that point. There I was, standing in
a tiny kitchen in a tiny apartment in the middle of this huge city staring at

Human Interest Story is an off-the-wall, romantic comedy and should
be performed by a male and female and may be entered in either Duo
Interpretation or Duet Acting; however, this one-act play could also
be used as a Humorous Interpretation and be performed by either a
male or female. This play contains several shifts in both locations
and in the characters being portrayed; therefore, it is important to
make the physical transitions between the scenes and the portrayal of
the multiple characters crystal clear with clever choreography. While
it is imperative that the portrayal of Brian Shipwood and Meredith
Steeple maintain a high-level of professionalism and likeability, it will
be the performers’ choice as to just how over-the-top Cliff Thorne
and Natasha Snarvey are to be portrayed. This is a show-stopper for
two talented, comedic performers, who have a knack for presenting a
farcical, romantic comedy!

Characters:
Brian Shipwood, an on-air news anchor for Channel 7 News
Meredith Steeple, an on-air news anchor for Channel 7 News
Cliff Thorne, a sleazy host for the tabloid news program, Burn
Natasha Snarvey, a sleazy host for the tabloid news program, Burn
Scene One: Channel 7 News Room
Brian Shipwood and Meredith Steeple are anchoring the news report.
Brian: Tonight on Channel 7 News at 10: A powerful local business closes
its doors for good. What this means for consumers shopping for produce.
Meredith: Also, record heat in the area causes a serious rise in mosquito
activity. We’ll give you tips about how to keep those pesky insects away
with unconventional remedies.
Brian: Plus, don’t miss some funny videos of bears in garages.
Meredith: They’re pretty funny.
Brian: They really are. You won’t believe what these bears are doing...in
garages.
Meredith: I didn’t believe it.
Brian: Neither did I. (Awkward pause) I’m Brian Shipwood.
Meredith: And I’m Meredith Steeple. Thanks for joining us tonight. We’ll
be right back. (Meredith and Brian smile at each other. It is clear they are
off the air.

Human Interest Story

I sat at my easel in class and didn’t look at anyone. I waited to hear what
humiliation was ahead for me that day, and then I would just get through
it. The instructor said that for the next few weeks we would be painting
something that we found beautiful. Great! That was specific. Thanks! I
knew exactly what to do. Not. I was so mad at the end of class, I slammed
the door behind me on my way out.
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eat, and I couldn’t paint. I just kept hearing a cough and then the word
“unimpressive” replaying in my head over and over again. I wasn’t an
artist. I was a fourth-grader doodling with crayons and finger paints. I
almost didn’t go to work or class after that, but I forced myself to get out
of bed. I got dressed and made another stupid peanut butter and honey
sandwich. The only good thing I could think about peanut butter and
honey sandwiches at this point was that they were deceptively filling. They
were gooey and packed with carbs, and I had to down an entire bottle of
water to swallow them. They made my stomach think it was full, when in
reality I was practically starving.

Brian is lighting candles and putting on romantic music. There is a knock
at the door. Brian answers it, and he and Meredith exchange professional
greetings; however, as soon as the door is closed, they kiss each other
passionately.
Brian: I’ve missed you so much.
Meredith: We just saw each other half an hour ago.
Brian: But that was at work. We might as well be strangers there.
Meredith: I know what you mean.
Brian: (Looking out his window blinds) Did anyone follow you?
Meredith: I don’t think so.
Brian: Can you imagine what people would say if they found out that

I was taking an art class a few blocks from my apartment. I walked in
with a mixture of both excitement and terror. I sat down at an easel and
started to look at the people around me. They all looked so much older
than I was. I knew they had to be about my same age, but they looked
mature and focused and some of them had that look on their faces that so
plainly said “This class is a joke.” The first assignment was to paint a tree.
That was all we had to do. Paint a tree. Perfect. Simple. I would show the
instructor what I could do. So I started painting a tree, but it was more
than just a tree. I made the perfect tree. I thought of everything, the roots
popping up out of the ground, the sunlight coming through the branches. I
even added a pretty good bird to one of the boughs. At the end of the class,
my instructor walked around, slowly examining each painting, not saying
a word. When he got to mine, he stopped. He seemed to be standing there
during the entire Rosary I was saying in my head, praying he would like
it. He coughed slightly, looked at me and said, “Unimpressive.”

You know, there were days after that class that I wanted to go back
home to Ohio more than anything. I wanted to see my parents and sleep
in my old room. There averaged more days of homesickness than days
of feeling at home. It was on those days that I hated peanut butter and
honey sandwiches. I mean, who was I kidding? I put one sweet, sticky
substance on top of another sticky, sweet substance, slapped them on
two lousy pieces of bread and declared myself a chef. I wasn’t a chef.
I was a twelve-year-old playing house. Sometimes I couldn’t even
swallow my sandwich. I just left it on a plate and walked away. I couldn’t
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The Days of Peanut Butter and Honey Sandwiches

Scene Two: Brian Shipwood’s home.

Now the peanut butter and honey sandwich is not your traditional peanut
butter sandwich. Most people go with the standard pairing of peanut
butter and jelly. That was just a little too normal for me. Plus, honey never
goes bad. It’s both timeless and incapable of being spoiled. The sweet,
sugary consistency of the honey doesn’t overwhelm the creaminess of the
peanut butter, but it sparkles through with a liquid, golden flavor that you
just can’t hate. I thought I was brilliant. Here was a traditional sandwich
idea modified and made completely my own. Peanut butter and honey
sandwiches. I lived off peanut butter and honey sandwiches for weeks.
They were cheap, easy to make, and one step above your traditional dorm
food.
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Brian: What are you doing?
Meredith: What do you mean what am I doing? That was just banter.
Brian: That wasn’t banter. That was flirting.
Meredith: It was not.
Brian: Meredith, are you kidding me? You might as well just unbutton my
shirt right here.
Meredith: Do you think anyone noticed?
Brian: Of course not, we only have a viewer-ship of 500,000 people.
Meredith: Don’t start with me.
Brian: I will start with you─(Freezes, takes a glass of water from one of
the stagehands, and puts on a fake smile) Thank you so much, Gina.
Meredith: Thaaaanks, Gina.
Brian: (Drops the smile, addressing Meredith again) I will start with you.
(Covers the microphone on his lapel) Because I care about you.
Meredith: (Covering her microphone) I care about you, too.
Brian: Let’s just keep the banter professional. Okay?
Meredith: Professional banter. Got it.
Brian: I got us a vintage Merlot for tonight. It’s a ’76.
Meredith: Oooh, you know I love that year.
Brian: I know you do.
Meredith: You’re cute.
Brian: No, you’re cute. (Suddenly, Brian and Meredith both snap back to
professional mode and stare straight into the camera.)
Brian: Welcome back to Channel 7 News at 10. We’ve got some great
stories for you tonight, don’t we, Meredith?
Meredith: We sure do, Brian. But first, let’s go to Ricky Truelove with the
weather. What’s the weekend looking like, Ricky?
The camera cuts to the weatherman, and we see Brian and Meredith give
a big sigh of relief.
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I moved to New York to become an artist. I know. Cliché. Everyone
moves to New York to become an artist or an actor or a singer or to find
themselves or whatever. I’m not going to try to tell you I was any different
than they are or were or will be. I moved to New York, and I was going to
paint and be famous and become filthy stinking rich. That was the plan.
Not a very good plan, was it? My parents gave me $1,000 a month to live
on. Not much in New York City. Not much anywhere. It barely covered
rent for the tiny apartment I lived in, and the remainder wouldn’t really
buy me food. I had to find a job, and fast; which is also not easy in New
York City, not easy anywhere. It would seem that every job applicant was
a wide-eyed, struggling artist from a small town in Ohio with no formal
education and a laughable resumé. I mean, at least that’s who I was. I
started out working in a flower shop. I swept the floors. I’m not joking.
Sweeper. Minimum wage.

The biggest problem, in my mind, was food. At home, my mother was
always trying out new cuisine and fusing cultures together. There were
times where we were forced to try Italian Meatball Tacos or Kung Pao
Cabbage. (It’s worse than it sounds. Believe me.) Mostly we had excellent
food though with brilliant flavors and textures and combinations of flavors
and textures that were all new and different. College student food really
didn’t sound that appealing to me. I mean, I didn’t know macaroni and
cheese came in boxes. Apparently noodles in Styrofoam cups heated to
lukewarm in a microwave counted as an entire meal. It was at this time
that I discovered the peanut butter and honey sandwich.
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It has been said, “Our dreams make us who we are.” In her
inspirational short story, Bridget Grace Sheaff introduces us to a
young, hopeful artist whose goal is to become successful, and in the
process, leaves a small town in hopes of making the dream become
a reality in New York City. This selection may be performed by a
female or a male and should be entered in Prose Interpretation. There
is an underlying hint of sarcasm throughout this story; however,
always keep the protagonist likeable; after all, the audience should
root for the narrator’s ultimate success. The drama mask icons are
simply visible to show the performer when to turn the pages of the
manuscript.

Channel 7’s two top anchors were in love?
Meredith: People would lose their minds.
Brian: It would be the top story.
Meredith: We’d lose our credibility.
Brian: (Laughing at the possibility) They’d move us to cooking segments.
Meredith: Shut your mouth. They wouldn’t.
Brian: (Smiling) You know they would.
Meredith: I know. They might as well just abandon us in the desert! We
can’t let that happen!
Brian: (Pouring her some wine) Would you like some wine?
Meredith: Thanks.
Meredith: Do you think the crew is suspicious?
Brian: Not a chance. The stage crews are too focused on their
microphones and their lights to even look at us for a second. I talked to
that girl who does the prompter, Tina, Tiffany...
Meredith: Sheryl?
Brian: Right, Sheryl. Who was I thinking of?
Meredith: No idea.
Brian: Whatever. I was talking to Sheryl the other day, asking “Hey, how
are you? How are things?” And she seemed amazed that I was actually
talking without reading her prompter.
Meredith: They’re such sweet, little, weird people.
Brian: Aren’t they? Needless to say, I think we’re fine.
Meredith: I can’t believe we’ve kept our secret this long.
Brian: I know. It’s been the craziest and most passionate three weeks of
my life. (Beat) Meredith, can I ask you something?
Meredith: Shoot.
Brian: When did you first know you were in love with me?
Meredith: Oh, that’s easy. It was months ago. You were doing that story
about Greek yogurt...
Brian: Ah yes, some of my finest work.
Meredith: Your diction was perfect, your empathy was perfect, and your
hair was perfect. I thought to myself, “Now this...is a man.” And I was so
caught up in your story and your eyes that I almost missed my cue for the
next story.
Brian: Cupids’ arrows obviously made a synchronized hit.
Meredith: Why do you say that?
Brian: Because that’s the same moment I realized how amazing you were.
Meredith: Really?
Brian: I had just finished the Greek yogurt piece, and I looked over at
you. Your eyes caught mine, and it felt like the world stopped.
Meredith: It did. It did stop.
Brian: People must have thought their cable was screwing up, because we
were just frozen like statues.
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